seemed at last to be happy, freed from worrying. She
stood before her father with her hands crossed on
her stomach.

"Haven't I the right to love? I suppose that question
seems shocking to you, because in this house love is
regarded as superfluous. One comes here only to die,
as though it were a public institution. If you are dis-
pleased with me, I will go away with Jean: yes, I
shall leave with Jean."

The voluminous dress, with its straight, regular
pleats, must be helping her in the struggle she was
prepared to wage with parents who never exchanged
a word except on matters of high importance. She
had adjusted the tulle veil round her neck, and looked
like an old-fashioned traveller. She kept her eyes shut
lest they reveal an immense distress. She stood there
with her head held high, ready to speak or to be silent
as she might determine, unconcerned with the un-
suitability of the setting. Francois thought: did I ever
look like that? Did I ever brave my father for love?
Did I ever let love drive me on to fight against anyone ?
Must love always be confronted by some supreme
adversary whom one has got to outface or die?

"What I have to defend, I shall defend to the last.
I will no longer hold my tongue as you would like
me to do. I refuse. I say no.*

"What do you refuse, my girl?"

"Everything. I refuse everything. I refuse you!**

Claire had once again shut her eyes. Perhaps she
could see nothing but a great coloured palpitating
stain covering the gleaming faces which were shining
with anger. Perhaps she, too, had an old apple-tree
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